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“We’ve finally found the violent 
heart of the New Ager. These roller- 
bladers that are bearing down on home- 
less men at forty miles an hour are the 
same people who drink soy shakes for 
breakfast and protest against cruelty 
to tuna fish.”—Page 11 
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The Age of Badvertising 


| used to think that all the Madi- 
son Avenue guys that make 
commercials were pretty dang 
clever. I remember all those mov- 
ies starring Tony Curtis and Jack 
Lemmon where the advertising 
writer is really more brilliant than 
his job demands, and someday he'll 
write the Great American Novel. 
And some of em even do write the 
Great American Novel. 

But the current crop didn’t 
seem to get past Remedial Comic 
Books 101 in college. Cause there 
have been some real stinkers lately. 
Not just bad commercials. Dumb 
commercials. Commercials that 
look like they were put together by 
outer-space zombies. 

The first commercial I no- 
ticed—from one of the biggest agen- 
cies—uses Janis Joplin’s recording 
of “Lord, Won’t You Buy Me a 
Mercedes Benz.” While she sings 
the song, they roll out a Mercedes- 
Benz. A bright, shiny, brand spank- 
ing new one. In other words, the 
creators of the commercial think 
that Janis Joplin is encouraging 
people to buy a Mercedes. 

Now people did a lot of drugs in the sixties, but 
nobody listened to that song and thought it was a call 
for all of us to become Yuppies. You could be stoned 
and on an eight-day LSD trip and you would siill 
know it was meant to be ironic. Sarcastic. A joke. 
People who loved that song hated everything 
Mercedes stands for. But evidently there are recent 
graduates of the Wharton School of Finance who just 
don’t get it. 

Second example. There’s a commercial for 
Doubletree hotels that uses Roy Orbison singing 
“Sweet Dreams, Baby,” and as he sings, we see these 
peaceful shots of men, women and children falling 





Transvestite punk psycho Brad Friedman turns patriotic af- 
ter getting his throat slit by a crazed Nam-vet janitor. 


gently asleep on the beds of Doubletree hotels. The 
only thing wrong with the image is that Roy wasn’t 
really wishing his baby would have sweet dreams, 
because as long as she has sweet dreams, she’s not 
thinkin of him. Are we supposed to think that when 
Roy sings “How long must I dream?,” he’s singing to 
all these people who have dissed him, refused his 
love, been blind to his suffering? It’s a bittersweet 
song. It’s heartachey. I know this. Rednecks in rural 
Georgia know this. How come the ad agency doesn’t 
know this? 

Finally, there’s a commercial that shows a house 
in the middle of a winter storm. A voiceover an- 


nouncer says, “Whoever said, ‘Now is the winter of 
our discontent,’ never stood behind Corning Fiberglas 
windows.” 

Message for the Rhodes scholar who thought 
this one up: 

1) Shakespeare wrote it. Everybody who’s taken 
freshman college English knows this. 

2) Richard III said it. He was an evil hunchback 
king who wanted it to be winter. He was upset that 
things had become summery. 

3) The reason this is not clear is that “Now is the 
winter of our discontent” is not the full sentence. It’s 
not even a complete sentence. The complete sen- 
tence, the first two lines of the play, go, “Now is the 
winter of our discontent made glorious summer by 
this son of York.” In other words, he’s saying, “Things 
are great around here, and I don’t like it.” 

So the sentence is about summer. It’s not even 
about winter. 

Who are these guys anyway? 

Speaking of killer geeks, this week’s flick is Dead 
Boyz Cant Fly, the sensitive story of a mama-hating 
transvestite, a rapist who teaches yo-yo tricks to 
little boys, and a dimwit vaguely ethnic hood who 
team up to terrorize an office building on Memorial 
Day weekend by blasting their way through the 
offices of a lawyer, a doctor, a dentist, and—most 
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Ruth Collins finds out what happens when you 
get into an elevator with Jason Stein, better 
known as the yo-yo expert. 


hated of all—the guy who runs the employment 
agency. Somewhere along the way, the murdering 
transvestite gulps several quarts of pills, engages in 
a fight to the death with a Vietnam-vet-turned- 
janitor, gets his throat slit ear to ear, but finishes the 
movie. 

This is one of those New York independent 
dealies that goes so far off the violence scale that 
Congressmen stand in line to blame it for the crime 
rate in the Bronx. There are Mafia hitmen who 
would throw up if they saw this movie. There’s one 
scene where one of the punks poses as a doctor and 
“examines” Delia Sheppard that will make women 
wake up screaming thirty years from now. There’s a 
disgusting scene in an elevator where Marilyn Mon- 
roe look-alike Ruth Collins gets molested at knifepoint 
that goes on and on and on. 

Of course, I loved it. 

It satisfies the first rule of great drive-in 
moviemaking: Anyone can die at any moment. 

And it satisfies the second rule: Just when you 
think you know who’s gonna die next, you're wrong. 

Fifteen dead bodies. Eleven breasts. Mannequin 
bashing. Death by yo-yo. Non-elective tooth extrac- 
tion. Dental drilling. The old head-in-the-filing-cabi- 
net torture. Disinfectant in the eyes. Corpse mutila- 
tion. CPR with a frayed electrical cord. Bullet through 
the forehead. Do-it-yourself tourniquet. Throat-slic- 
ing. Hanging. Thirteen-story swan dive onto the 
pavement. Gratuitous topless dancing. Gratuitous 
hockey mask. Ambulance Fu. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for David John, as the Vietnam 
vet janitor-by-day, writer-by-night who says “The 
enemy is here, and he’s one of ours”; Ruth Collins, as 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 


Close-Ups To Die For 


I bumped into 
Joe Fleishaker, 
a Troma star of 
enormous talent 
and size, at the 
recent Fangoria 
convention. He 
expanded on his 
death scene from 
his first toxic 


movie T'roma’s 
War: “We were sit- 


ting around think- 
ing about best 
ways to die. We 
realized if you Debbie Rochon 
were facing the 
camera and had your throat slit 
from ear to ear, you would get a 
close-up and be seen. Unfortu- 
nately, they just ended up shoot- 
ing me in the chest twice.” 
“This actorjust wouldn’t shut 
up!” cried John Ellis, director of 
the post-apocalyptic sci-fi adven- 
ture flick Twilight of the Dogs. 
“He didn’t stop bragging about 


public viewing, 
on video. 


the bimbo who laughs at the chief punk and doesn’t 
live to tell about it; Jason Stein, as the most normal 
of the psychos, for saying “You spoiled my day, and 
now you ruined my evening, bitch!”; Brad Friedman, 
as the transvestite drughead ringleader who binds 
and gags his Mama and says “It’s what you always 
wanted—a little girl!” and “I’m a sociopath, lady”; 
Daniel J. Johnson, as the dim-bulb thug who says 
“You killed him for nothing!”; and Howard Winters, 
the producer/director, for doing things the drive-in 
way. 

Four stars. 

Check it out. 

If you’ve got the guts for this kind of thing, check 
out the unrated version. 


— eupeer Commies! 
_ The sees aries on Tucker Road in Hood _ 


his film credits. 
He pissed me off 
so bad that when 
a cow shit on loca- 
tion, I told him, 
‘Have I got a deal 
for you!’ We im- 
provised a scene 
where he had to 
do a pratfall into 
the heifer dung!” 
Advice to all prac- 
ticing Thespians: 
Know your lines, 
don’t bump into 
the furniture, and 
watch your step. 


Morano Movies recently ac- 
quired the distribution rights for 
two of gross-out king Clive 
Barker’s first attempts. Barker’s 
early seventies experimental black 
and white films, Salome and The 
Forbidden, never intended for 


are now available 


Theater Dark Video Magazine 





director/writer/producer David 
Cohen discovered he had too 


much time on his hands. Itseems | 


that while conducting on-the- 
spot interviews with customers 
of the Bengies Drive-In in Mary- 
land, the cameraman forgot to 
turn off the time code operation 
on the video camera. Cohen re- 
flects, “We'll never capture the 
same crazies again...” 

A tearful farewell to stunt 
man, B-movie aficionado and 
hero John Weaver. He was shot 
to death on September 5 while 
attempting to intervene with a 
robbery in progress. He is sur- 
vived by his wife Julie and 
brother Tom Weaver, a con- 
tributing writer to Fangoria and 
Starlog magazines. John will be 
greatly missed. 

—DEBBIE ROCHON 

If you have news for Debbie, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
FX 782217. 





Sheila Renhedy sey the evoleal go-go-danc- 
ing girlfriend of a crazed Vietnam-vet janitor. 
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What is it with these couples therapy rejects? They actually want to go... 


From “I Do” to Doo-Doo 


H* you heard this one? 
“Maybe if we have a baby, the marriage will 
get better.” 

So lemme get this straight. We’re takin a couple 
of people who are arguing every day about how much 
money you should spend 
on a pair of high heels, or 
whether the orange juice 
is fresh, and you're bet- 
ting that all you need to 
inject into that relation- 
ship is a seven-pound doo- 
doo machine that will soon 
grow into a furniture- 
chewing air raid siren. 
This is gonna save your 
goldurn marriage. 

Or how about this one? 

“Even if me and 
Darrell don’t stay to- 
gether, the baby will give 
me somebody to grow old 
with.” 

Aren’t we puttin a lot 
of pressure on the fetus 
here? 

Aren’t we announcin 
to the little developing blob 
that, “Hey, guy, as soon as 
you pop out of there, we’ve 


got some work for you to 
do here”? 

You might as well Celebrity Centerfold. 
start the kid in therapy at age two. Cause at age 42, 
he’s gonna be sittin in some New York psychiatrist’s 
office, saying, “I love my mother. I really do. She was 
just always so...I don’t know... she wanted things 
from me.” 

Then what happens when little junior turns 14, 
gets his nose pierced, comes home from school with 
a switchblade, and says, “Where’s my father? I 
wanna live with him!” 

Of course, I guess if the original theory is correct, 
you can go in the back room where he’s rattlin the 
newspaper and pickin lint off his socks and say, 
“Hey, Darrell, he wants you now! I knew this would 
keep the marriage together.” 

But somehow I think Darrell’s gonna be in Vegas 
living with somebody named Jennifer, and Jennifer 
is not gonna be happy when junior drives up on his 
Harley. 

Hey! Here’s an idea! 

Let’s have babies when we feel good about our 





Patti Davis just says yes in her Playboy 
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marriages. 

Let’s have babies so that they can go live another 
life, away from us. 

Naw, I guess it’s too old-fashioned, isn’t it? This 
is the nineties, right? 

There was an article in The 
New York Times last week about 
women with AIDS having babies 
so they would feel better before 
they die. Even though the baby’s 
got a twenty per cent chance of 
coming down with AIDS, too. 

Listen to me, people: 

Go get therapy from a 
grownup. 

All these one-year-old psy- 
chiatrists are giving out lousy 
advice. 

You know what I’m saying 
here? 

If you can’t figure it out, tie 
those tubes, honey. Join a reli- 
gious cult that doesn’t believe in 
sex. Take a mambo class. Watch 
some self-help infomercials. Just 
don’t take it out on the fetus, 
okay? 

I'm surprised I have to tell 
you this. 

Speaking of babies that are 
born into a Twilight Zone epi- 
sode, this week’s flick is the Play- 
boy Celebrity Centerfold video of 
... Patti Davis. This video is, quite simply, one of the 
most amazing documents of American pop culture 
since Doris Wishman’s classic transsexual documen- 
tary, Let Me Die a Woman. 

It opens with Ronald Reagan’s 41-year-old bundle 
of joy running through a tropical jungle in a cave-girl 
bikini as she says “I feel like I’ve spent most of my life 
running away from who I am.” And then she leaps off 
a forty-foot cliff into a pool of water at the foot of a 
waterfall, coming up full-frontal nekkid as she 
lounges on rocks and touches herself. 

Patti is making a political statement here. Patti 
lets us know that she’s making a statement about 
freedom of expression, feminism, fantasy life, child- 
hood, kickboxing, S&M, and the importance of small- 
breasted women over the age of 40 being accepted as 
the wonderful Playboy sex objects they could be more 
often if society would just give em a chance. 

Go, girl, go. 

I love this woman. Most of the video is Patti’s 


fantasies, like the time she was 
a topless dancer in a totalitar- 
ian state who had to be res- 
cued by an independent young 
woman who looks exactly like 
her (Patti in a dual role). We 
also see Patti’s fantasy of “the 
human body as a piece of sculp- 
ture,” wherein a guy chisels a 
marble sculpture of her while 
two nekkid bodybuilders put 
their hands all over her, opera 
music plays, and she does a 
sexy dance with chiffon veils. 

Next we learn of Patti’s 
weakness for “guys in undershirts and tattered jeans 
that end up being your downfall”—a preference that 
is somehow related to her memories of body-surfing 
with her father as a child. “Water has always been a 
very healing thing for me,” she says, right before a 
hunk walks out of the surf and starts kissing every 
inch of her hula-skirted bod. 

But that’s not all. There’s a kickboxing sequence, 
in which she works out on the heavy bag and dances 
nekkid in the ring to a blues rock tune. There’s a 
truly weird sci-fi fantasy where she dresses like a 
hooker, dials up the perfect man and the perfect 
woman on her computer, then waits for them to 
appear in a cloud of dry ice, tie her to the bed, and 
basically make her into a sandwich. 

But the strangest of all, for me, is when she tells 
a story about asking Daddy whether it’s true that 
every time a star falls it means an angel dies. 
Daddy’s answer: “Angels never die.” Cut to the 
original song, “Angels Never Die,” illustrated by 
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Patti in a white dress, wind-blown air, room full of 
candles, everything in white, reclining on a red 
couch and making love to herself. 

Whew! Those Republicans have a lot more going 
on than we give em credit for. Family values indeed. 

Ninety breasts. Gratuitous topless dancing. 
Unbearable disco song called “I Gotta Be Free.” 
Laser explosions. Close-up shower. Ray-gun Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Patti 
Davis, for revealing with embarrassment that she 
settled her “huge dilemma” in the 1980 election by 
not voting at all, for ripping all her clothes off at the 
drop of a bra strap, and for saying “I look at nudity 
as an art form”; Victoria Zdrak, the sweet-faced 
blonde Russian cutie who makes up the second 
feature on this tape, for dancing topless like a ma- 
niac; and Hugh Hefner, for making this kind of 
cultural statement possible. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 
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| eee di- 
rector Fred 
Olen Ray, creator 
of Hollywood 
Chainsaw Hookers 
and many other 
low-budget gems, is 
less well known as 
an owner of carni- 
val side shows. He 
recently sold his gi- 
ant flesh-eating rats 
(they were eating 
too much between 
shows), and so we 
have yet to see what 
that will do to his 
“Terrors of the Amazon” exhibit, which he trucks to 
carnival lots all over California. Many of the actors 


in Fred’s films have volunteered to work the carnival 
dates as talkers (not “barkers,” a term never used by 
carnies). The most rabid was Karen Black, who 
spent a whole day spieling at a bally to gather a tip 
for Fred’s freak-animal walk-through. How do we 
know so many groovy carnival terms? We just fin- 
ished Fred’s book, Grind Show: Weirdness as Enter- 





... Wherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the out-of-—the-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, and other 
places where misfits owell. 





Karen Black’s not shy when it comes to spieling at a bally. 


tainment, which is 
a tribute to the 
practitioners of this 
dying form of 
amusement. Fred 
grew up near the 
winter carnival 
headquarters, Gib- 
sonton, Florida, so 
he’s acquainted 
with most of the 
show owners, and 
the book is kind ofa 
beginner’s guide to 
the lingo, the most 
famous promoters, 
and the various 
types of shows. What most people regard as the 
traditional freak show is actually called a “ten-in- 
one,” because it typically features ten 
acts under one tent, but Ray’s main 
concern is the “grind show,” so named 
because it grinds away endlessly, hour 
after hour, and might only need one or 
two people to run it. The attraction can 
vary from a Wild Jungle Girl to The 
Fattest Girl in the World to The Head- 
less Woman to The World’s Smallest 
Man to a Two-Headed Baby. (Most of the 
deformed fetus shows have had to change 
their spiel to something educational, 
like “The Horrors of Drug Abuse” or 
Pete Hennen’s “Thalidomide Baby” 
show.) Fred’s own show is sort of a 
museum exhibit, complete with three 
shrunken heads, a pygmy mummy, a 
bog mummy, a taxidermied Giant Rat, a 
Jivarro Poison Flash, a handful of stuffed 
piranhas, some 600-year-old mummy 
dolls, a Brazilian Wildman footprint, 
two live giant frogs, and “Baby,” a live 
python. Unfortunately, the conclusion 
of Fred’s book is a little glum. “Many 
carnivals [today] avoid booking shows 
because they take up the same space as 
a ride,” Fred writes. “While a kid might 
ride the Tilt-A-Whirl three times, he will 
only go to the shows once. Likewise, 
most shows can only muster fifty cents a 
head, while rides generate up to several 
dollars per patron. Many carnival own- 
ers believe that audiences today are too 
sophisticated to be suckered into seeing a headless 
girl, but the stouter, more traditional showmen are 
convinced that no carnival is complete without at 
least one back-end show. As the standard side show 
and grind shows are being unceremoniously pushed 
off the dry lots of America, a distinct, unique and 
vaulable form of outdoor entertainment is being 


swiftly eradicated.” But not 
if Fred has anything to say 
about it. The 52-page book- 
let Grind Show is available 
for $12, payable to: Ameri- 
can Independent Press, P.O. 
Box 1901, Hollywood, CA 
90078. 
€ 

Professional wrestling 
not only follows its own rules, 
but has its own jargon. Ac- 
cording to Dave Scherer’s 
bi-weekly newsletter, The 
Wrestling Lariat, wrestling 
insiders separate fans into 
three distinct categories. 
First you ve got your “mark.” 
Then there’s the “smart” 
which is a mark with in- 
sight. A “smark” is a smart 
with contempt for marks. 
Got it? We'll go slowly this 
time. Marks are the bread 
and butter of any wrestling 
promotion. These are the 
people who either buy ev- 
erything they see, or those 
who understand it’s all an 
illusion, but prefer to enjoy 
wrestling from a standpoint 
of ignorance. This is the bulk 
of your ticket-buying audi- 
ence. A smart, on the other 
hand, knows more about the 
business of wrestling than 
the average fan, discerns between its realities and 
illusions, but still maintains respect for the sport. 
The smark is a vocal know-it-all who condescends to 
those fans who don’t (know it all), and takes himself 
way too seriously. As contributing writer Ole Olson 
says, “Remember, it’s wrestling and nothing more.” 
The Wrestling Lariat offers an alternative/under- 
ground viewpoint of the wrestling scene, and serves 
as an industry watchdog. It features interviews with 
top wrestlers, offers late-breaking news, and edito- 
rial pieces. Twelve pages long, it analyzes past 
promotional successes (like the development of leg- 
endary feuds such as the rivalry between Randy 
“Macho Man” Savage and Ric Flair), and also 
champions (or disses) the popular up-and-comers. A 
year’s subscription goes for $13, payable to: Dave 
Scherer, The Wrestling Lariat, P.O. Box 612, 
Marmora, NJ 08223-0612. 

€ 

Pioneer vintner Phyllis Pedrizzetti of the 
Pedrizzetti Winery of Morgan Hill, California has 
been causing tongues to wag for years. Long before 
women were fully acknowledged in the wine indus- 





World Wrestling Federation champeen Randy 
Savage proves he really is a Macho Man. 


try, she maintained a 
very high profile, 
serving as a judge at 
the Orange County 
Fair for over 20 years. 
Phyllis, a voluptuous 
grandmother even 
then, was most noto- 
rious for a certain T- 
shirt she would wear 
to the fair, which just 
happened to be the 
winery's best-selling 
item. It said, “Best 
Jugs in Town 
Pedrizzetti Winery.” 
Jerry Mead, editor 
of The Wine Trader, 
recently met up with 
her again and discov- 
ered that the T-shirt 
was no longer avail- 
able. When asked if 
she’d yielded to the 
political correctness 
of the nineties, she 
laughed, “Not to po- 
litical correctness... 
to old age!” After great 
pressure, she agreed 
to print up one last 
batch of the famed 
tees for old time’s 
sake. Available for a 
limited time, they’re 
going for $15, payable 
to: Pedrizzetti’s Best Jugs, 1645 San Pedro Ave., 
Morgan Hill, CA 95037. 
e 

“I hope to die with a snarl on my lips.” When he 
is not busy putting out the hefty freethought journal, 
the aberrant, Paul Roasberry contemplates grow- 
ing old and fantasizes about flinging rubbery broc- 
coli and Jello at unsuspecting nurses. His ranting 
goes along with the idea that a good publication 
should reflect personal creative effort. The aberrant 
includes fiction (various authors), essays and opin- 
ion, and anything that might be of general interest 
to anarchists. Sometimes the material tries to be 
light, and sometimes it takes on a super-serious pay- 
attention-and-you ll-learn-something tone. One story 
purports the theory that the Addams Family may be 
the only truly functional family, while the next item 
explores a conspiracy of free speech suppression 
within the Mensa organization. Lively talk of AIDS, 
God, intelligence and class structure help to round 
out the 72-page journal. It’ll cost you $12 for three 
issues, payable to: Paul D. Roasberry, P.O. Box 
621746, Littleton, CO 80162-1746. 


Reviews by the Reality Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


ror ALL MANKIND 


“Incredible” “wild” “spectacular” documentary on the Apollo 
program of the sixties and seventies, using footage from all the 
missions, combined with the astronauts’ home movies, to simu- 






Michael Palin’s Pole to Pole. 


late one ultimate trip to the moon, from lift-off to splashdown, 
creating “a sense of what it’s like to go on such a mission.” “The 
most breathtaking sequences are the shots of the earth from 
Apollo, the space walks, and the first man setting foot on the 
moon.” “This is the type of movie that must be seen to understand 
the importance of the space program.” “Seeing Neil Armstrong's 
walk still sends shivers up my spine just like it did the first time.” 
“The cameras give us the vicarious vision of Earth from another, 
previously impossible perspective, and justify the expense of 
NASA, and thus the film. The pre-scripted speeches and sound 
bites are not up to the visuals, because the 13 narrator astronauts 
were chosen for engineering crew skills, not poetry.” “Producer/ 
director Al Reinert conceived this project while covering the 
astronauts for Texas Monthly, and he gets the major credit. He 
lets the material tell its own story.” [National Geographic/Colum- 
bia TriStar. 1989/93.] Overall rating: 94. 


M: CHAEL PALIN’S 
POLE TO POLE 


“National Geographic with a comic twist” as 
writer/actor Michael Palin (“a joy to watch”) 
travels from the North Pole to the South Pole 
along the line of longitude 30 degrees east, com- 
menting on the people and customs of the places he 
passes through, including Norway, Finland, Rus- 
sia, Turkey (where he meets a 350-pound massage 
therapist), the Nile River, Central Africa, Uganda, 
Tanzania, Zambia and Antarctica. “Sort of Monty 
Python meets Around the World in 80 Days.” 
“Palin balances dry humor with just enough eco- 
nomic, political and historical info. He has a knack 
for putting people at ease and a natural curiosity 
that makes a good adventurer.” “The most breath- 
taking part is seeing Lake Victoria.” The whole 
trip is a four-volume boxed set. Directors: Roger 
Mills, Clem Valance. [BBC/A&E. 1993.] Overall 


Michael Palin tours Lapland—because it’s there—in the amusing travelogue 





rating: 93. 
bcm AND JOY: THE STORY OF 


ALLIGATOR RECORDS 


“Solid” musical documentary 
about Chicago-based Alligator 
Records, an independent label formed 
in 1972 by Peter Iglauer, a white 
college kid who “helped rescue some of 
Chicago’s great blues artists from al- 
most complete obscurity.” Today Alli- 
gator is a major force in the interna- 
tional recording scene, and sponsored 
a 20th anniversary tour featuring acts 
like Koko Taylor and her Blues Ma- 
chine, The Lonnie Brooks Blues 
Band, Elvin Bishop (“great set”), 
Katie Webster, and Lil’ Ed and the 
Blues Imperials. “The best part is the 
interviews with the artists, who are, 
thank God, musicians and not celebri- 
ties.” “Not as good as Les Blank on 
Lightnin’ Hopkins, or D.A. Pennebaker 
on Bob Dylan, but adequate.” “Elvin 
Bishop is great, but Lonnie Brooksisa 
guitar god.” Minority opinion: “All 
pretty basic and dry. Who would care 
about a record company’s history?” 
Producer/Director: Robert Mugge. 
[BMG. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 92. 


(AMERAMEN WHO DARED 


“Great” tribute to “trailblazing” cameramen who risk their 
lives to get “the most thrilling action and documentary shots 
imaginable.” “The unbelievable footage makes one wonder why 
anyone would do this for a living.” “Norman Lloyd and Neal 
Davis running with frontline troops to film Vietnam War action 
and the Marines filming the invasion of Tarawa Island in World 
War II were easily the most dangerous shots to obtain.” “All the 
shots are great, but you wonder at the sense of Al Giddings, who 
prefers to film great white sharks in the ocean with no cage for 
protection.” “Norman Hatch’s World War II footage puts you 
right in the battle.” “Documentaries about documentarians seem 
to be duller than documentaries about a genuine event. This one 
is no exception. These guys have 
been in the most amazing, terrify- 
ing, death-defying places, and they 
have pictures to prove it. But lis- 
tening to them tell about it just 
isn’t exciting.” “They never ex- 
plain how cameraman Jim 
Lipscomb got out of the cage he 
was shooting polar bears from 
when they tried to eat him and the 
cage.” “At least some notice is made 
of technical advances by the ear- 
lier people—Hans Hass’ 16-mil- 
limeter work underwater, and J.B. 
Noel’s long lens for Mt. Everest.” 
Fifteen dead bodies. Ten explo- 
sions. Narrator: Fred Gwynne 
(“soporific”). Producer: David 
Clark. [National Geographic/Co- 
lumbia TriStar. 1988/93.] Overall 
rating: 91. 


[HE LOST FLEET OF GUADALCANAL 


“Super” “first-class” documentary on the numerous battles 
at Guadalcanal, one of the most horrible 
theaters of World War II, where 38,000 
soldiers died and where history has been 
greatly illuminated by recent diving ex- 
plorations to find the sunken ships. “Very 
good use of documentary footage and 
dramatic reenactments to give a sense of 
what it was like to fight in the battle.” 
“What makes this special is having recol- 
lections by both Japanese and American 
veterans of the battles.” “Most of them 
didn’t ask to be there, but they stuck it 
out, and now accept, gracefully, congratu- 
lations for those who didn’t come back.” 
“It admits the fact that success or failure 
was a chance combination of luck, dark, 
errors of the opposition, and weather, as 
well as material and personnel persis- 
tence.” “Dr. Robert Ballard, the guy 
who found the Titanic, comes off as an 
obnoxious whiner, especially when his 
petty complaints are contrasted with what 
soldiers went through in the Guadalcanal <—— 
campaign.” “It seems to be two documen- A 
taries. One is the story of the battle, the 
other Dr. Ballard’s search for the sunken 
ships. The latter seems lame and inconse- 
quential, but the former is excellent stuff.” 
“Martin Clemens, the pre-war Colonial 
Administrator, is a lovely survivor of the graceful old noblesse 
oblige era’s occasional successes, and we see him both then and 
now.” “George Bush can’t even tell the truth convincingly.” Fifty 
dead bodies. Narrator: Stacy Keach (“excellent,” “solid”). Writer: 
Kage Kleiner. Producer: Robert Kenner. [National Geographic/ 
Columbia TriStar. 1993.] Overall rating: 90. 


A LIVE: 20 YEARS LATER 


“Unique” story of the 16 surviving Uruguayan rugby players 
who resorted to cannibalism after a 1972 plane crash in the 
Andes. “It gives me goose pimples as they describe how they came 
to eat those who didn’t survive. It puts a lot more meaning and 
understanding into the movie Alive.” “Cross Robinson Crusoe 
with the Donner party, and you still fall short of the ‘quickness’ 
of the possibility of horror that must be borne. This is sensitive 
material handled adequately, without undue sentimentality. 
The remarks on the strange variations in the will to survive sound 
like the memoirs of those in North Korean POW camps in the 
fifties.” “The names of those who were used for food are never 
spoken.” “The fact that anyone could have survived for 72 days in 
those mountains illustrates the incredible will to live these people 
had.” “The survivors have mostly done very well in life, and 
gained special insight into death.” “Kinda dull for such sensation- 
alistic material. For Alive completists only. It’s really a50-minute 
ad for the film.” “The Catholic church says it was okay to eat dead 
people. Good news for modern man” Best line: “If we had decided 
not to eat, we'd have been turning our back on a miracle.” Twenty- 
nine dead bodies. One explosion. Interviews: Nando Parrado, 
Carlitos Paez, Robert Canessa. Narrator: Martin Sheen. 
Writer: Jim Martin Smith (“well-written”). Producer/Director: 
Jill Fullerton-Smith. [Andes Productions/Touchstone. 1993.] 
Overall rating: 90. 


PRETURN TO EVEREST 


“Powerful” biographical sketch of the great Sir Edmund 
Hilary, filmed thirty years after he first conquered Mt. Everest, 
and covering his work in the years that followed as he built 
schools, hospitals and runways throughout Nepal. “The conquest 





That’s George Bush in the center, as a pilot of the 
aircraft carrier San Jacinto, which was one of 
the many ships involved in the gruesome cam- 
paign for Guadalcanal, a depressing but power- 
ful story told in The Lost Fleet of Guadalcanal. 


of Everest is just a footnote to this film, which instead contentrates 
on Hilary’s life’s work, joys and tragedies. He could have very 
easily stayed on the lecture circuit. Instead he devoted his life to 
enum improving living conditions for 
the Sherpa peoples.” “Hilary is 
the modest, now-standard ‘cul- 
ture hero’ we’ve come to expect.” 
“Hilary gets over the macho 
thing and becomes a good hu- 
man being—a role model for 
childish rock jocks everywhere!” 
“Nearly 150 men and women 
havescaled Everest since Hilary, 
and we are spared seeing them. 
The news this year is about the 
need for portable potties, be- 
cause the base camp now stinks.” 
Minority opinion: “Run-of-the- 
mill documentary. Beautiful 
scenery, but oh so boring.” Nar- 
rator: Richard Kiley. Producer/ 
Writer: Theodore Strauss 
(“nice balance between travel 
documentary and biography,” 
“purple prose”). [National 
Geographic/Columbia TriStar. 
1984/93.] Overall rating: 89. 


f dace: RETURN 


OF DINOSAURS 


“Fast-paced” “snappy” kids 
tape, hosted by Gary Owens, with that “great ‘fickle finger of 
fate’ voice,” and Eric Boardman, who lead a trip to the Natural 
History Museum in Los Angeles County (the kids sleep in the 
museum as part of a “Dinosnore”), then a dinosaur bone hunt 
which ends in a reconstruction ofa Stegosaurus, followed by a trip 
to Canada tovisit the Museum of Paleontology. “Dinosaur art, the 
way skeletons are put together, and robotic dinosaurs are fea- 
tured.” “Kinda juvenile and boring, especially when it gets 
technical.” “It’s dino-cool—a must for dinosaur freaks of all ages. 
Learning about dinosaurs on a beginner’s level makes under- 
standing easy, and Owens makes it extra interesting.” “This show 
offers some of the worst people-in-suits dinosaurs of all time. Just 
pitiful. But the writers know what the kids want: ‘This one would 
have weighed 40 tons!” “Technical Latinate terms are used by 
one of the blue-suit expert guests, without any printed graphics 
spelling out the sounds.” Best line: “We’re now standing in his 
palate, where I wouldn’t wanna be if he was alive.” Producer/ 
Director: Richard Jones. [Midwich Entertainment/MPI. 1993.] 
Overall rating: 89. 


N24 TIONAL GEOGRAPHIC: 
THE EXPLORERS 


“Interesting” documentary on the 100th anniversary of 
National Geographic, starting with its first employee, Alexander 
Graham Bell’s son-in-law, continuing through its famous expedi- 
tion to the North Pole, the climbing of Everest, its 14-mile-high 
balloon expeditions, William Beebe going undersea in the 
bathosphere after his test drop ended with bad leaks, many of 
Joseph Rock’s death-defying adventures, and the discovery of 
Machu Pichu in Peru. “Those crazy bastards before the 1950’s had 
cojones bigger than brains, as they did important explorations 
like driving a car across the Himalayas. But this makes you sad 
about humanity in general, which has ruined everything we ever 
discovered. And in just 100 years.” “I’m willing to admit present 
embarrassment over Osa Johnson’s boogie-down with a group 
of nonplussed pygmies for Martin Johnson’s camera.” “Who’s 
got archives as deep as the Geographic? Nobody!” “The Grosvenor 
policy, begun in 1896, that ‘native’ women could be shown in 
photographs topless created a marketing niche in publishing not 


challenged till 1956 and Playboy.” “Despite the fascinating his- 
tory, there is almost no indication of the criticism by photogra- 
phers (that the magazine is small and has a limited vision of a 
shoot’s goals) or by archeologists (that ‘they fund you, they own 
you, and they control you’).” Ten breasts. Narrator: E.G. Mar- 
shall. Producer/Writer: Nicolas Noxow. [National Geographic/ 
Columbia TriStar. 1988/93.] Overall 
rating: 88. 


[ /NDER MY SPELL 


“Visually stunning” “flashy” but 
strangely “sad” live concert by “cute” 
Paula Abdul in Yokohama, featur- 
ing 11 songs, punctuated with “great 
dancing,” including Paula’s “danc- 
ing in time with a giant animated 
‘Skat Cat’ in the ‘Opposites Attract’ 
number.” “Wow! This is like the 
emperor's new clothes. Paula’s weak- 
nesses are shocking. Can’t sing, bor- 
ing choreography, and some cos- 
tumes they must have bought cheap 
at Grace Jones’ garage sale. It actu- 
ally makes me feel sorry for Paula.” 
“One of the reasons she needs large 
video screens, guys on stilts and lots 

of special effects is that the song 
lyrics are weak.” “The Japanese au- 
dience has that curious blank re- 
sponse that killed the Bob Dylan at 
Budo-Kan album: no sense of any 
audience understanding.” “Abdul’s 
vocals are near horrendous.” “Great 
anti-gravity effects in ‘Blowing 
Kisses in the Wind.” “Paula’s 
slimmed down a bit—relevant in 
that her appearance is most of her 
act. A little Abdul goes a long, long 
way.” Three explosions. Director: Mare Brickman. [Propa- 
ganda Films/PolyGram. 1993.] Overall rating: 81. 


(['HE GEORGE McKENNA STORY 


“Really tame” made-for-TV “Stand By Me wannabe” star- 
ring “wooden” Denzel Washington as a straight-arrow princi- 
pal who helps reform gang-infested George Washington High, a 
South Central Los Angeles school full of red tape and apathy. 
“Dull but good-hearted, like my Aunt Edna.” “The cliches stack 
up until the movie sort of trails off into nothingness.” “Horrid 
acting on all counts.” “How many times does The Blackboard 
Jungle need to be remade? This is strictly G-rated fluff.” “Good 
musical score by Herbie Hancock.” One dead body. Cast: Lynn 
Whitfield (“worthless thankless role” as Washington’s girl- 
friend), Akosua Busia, Richard Masur (Ben Proctor). Writer: 
Charles Eric Johnson. Director: Eric Laneuville. [The 
Landsburg Co./Prism. 1986/93.] Overall rating: 81. 


Mi4re CH OF THE TARHEELS 


“For NCAA basketball junkies only,” this “straightforward” 
recap of the 1993 tournament games emphasizes the Final Four, 
especially the “all-time choke by Michigan to blow the title game.” 
In case you've forgotten, Eric Montross leads the North Caro- 
lina Tar Heels to the championship by “staying focused” and 
“putting it all together” and “wanting it more.” “This is more fun 
than pro sports documentaries. The fans are wackier and the 





The Japanese crowd is dead, but Paula 
Abdul’s voice is even deader, in the flashy- 
but-depressing concert film Under My Spell. 


players aren’t yet spoiled by cash and drugs.” “The ‘most memo- 
rable final four minutes’ is hyped, and then not shown in real time 
of four minutes.” “The quality is like that of a special on ESPN.” 
“T hate slow-motion and quick edits. And since it’s only highlights, 
suspense is absent.” “What’s the big hype with basketball these 
days anyway?” “If the baskets were raised ten feet, with rules 

xs taken from ancient Mayan ball-court eti- 
quette (the losing team dies), we’d have a 
better sense of tested commitment.” Inter- 
views: Dean Smith, Donald Williams. 
Announcer: Verne Lundquist. Writer: 
Richard Glickman. [CBS. 1993.] Overall 
rating: 80. 


Way GOLF? 


“Dull dull dull” “dry and uninvolving” 
“painfully boring” look at the motivations 
of golfers worldwide, featuring interviews 
with “various golf nuts.” “Segues are made 
with acheap plastic $9.95 globe, to prepare 
us for a move from Scotland, to Japan, to 
the Persian Gulf War, back to the USA.” 
“It’s comforting to know that other coun- 
tries are even more hung up on this insane 
game than the USA. In Japan, where there 
is so little golf space, most of the golfers 
spend their time on driving ranges.” “At 
last a TV sports producer [Frank 
Chirkinian of CBS] admits that the con- 
cept behind televising golfis to ‘make some- 
thing out of nothing.” “Sven Tumba, the 
man who brought golf to the masses in 
Sweden, is a god!” “This contains some 
surprise ‘golf bashing’ and ‘Scottish bash- 
ing’ humor courtesy of the Scottish com- 
mentator who appears at the beginning 
and during the tape.” “Well photo- 
graphed—but how hard can it be?” “Writer 
Bruce Critchley achieves the kind of hysteria possible when a 
couple of corporate sponsors ask for a puff piece about their 
business, and offer to pay in cash. When not huffing and puffing, 
it’s just dumb.” “Of course, there are worse ways to spend your 
time—watching paint dry, observing grass grow, getting a rectal 
search.” Interviews: Jack Nicklaus, Ed Seay, Tony Charncey, 
Bobby Burnet, Bob Gowland. Producer/Director: Donna 
Geils. |[Paramount. 1993.] Overall rating: 79. 


SEEING IS BELIEVING: 
THE PLAIN TRUTH 


“Extremely graphic footage of aborted fetuses,” a “propa- 
ganda tape” being left on doorsteps and porches by anti-abortion 
fanatics, along with literature warning against letting children 
watch the tape. The fetuses are “supposedly pulled from garbage 
bags outside of abortion clinics.” Also included is footage of 
“noble’ anti-abortion protesters being ‘brutalized’ by police at 
protests,” and the whole thing is backed by “Christian rock music” 
that “equates abortions with feeding our children to Satan.” “The 
quality looks like a tenth-generation dupe from Italy. Who do 
these people think they are? And why are they so concerned? The 
music is hysterically funny.” “Who is stupid enough to not know 
what an abortion is?” “Since it’s straight propaganda, it’s easy to 
dismiss.” “Big deal.” Religious nonsense Fu. Cast: Gregg 
Cunningham (“preaching to the faithful” as the on-camera 
spokesman for the Anaheim-based Center for Bio-Ethical Re- 
form). [American Portrait Films. 1993.] Overall rating: 58. 


Members of the Reality Committee are Bowen Davis, freelance eofercuce fbrarian. Vennitich, S.D.; Jon Hall, writer, 
Seattle; Brian Johnson, zine publisher, Greenville, Pa.; Ronald Miller, banker, Dallas; Wes Pierce, amateur writer, 


—_— and Roger Ww. Simpson, — —— Anaheim, Ca alif. 
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Where does Joe Bob stand on organ donorship? 


Recycle That Retina! 


ear Emergency Room Guys: 

If I get whacked in a car accident and end up 
flat-lined on a gurney with a piece of windshield 
sticking out of my brain... 

Use me! 

Start sawing away in there. Clip that liver out 
and ship it to some alcoholic in Georgia. Crack open 
the chest and get Dr. 
Debakey on the phone. 
Snip out all the tissue you 
want. Yank out my eye- 
balls and make somebody 
see through em. 

Take it all and do 
something with it. It 
changes people. It makes 
things better. I think it 
really changed Mickey 
Mantle, for example. I 
could tell by just listening 
to him on TV. 

What I don’t under- 
stand is why people still 
have such a humongo 
problem with this. They 
just did this study at the 
University of Pittsburgh 
to find out why we don’t 
have more donors out there saving lives, and you 
know what they found out? 

When you ask people, “Would you agree to do- 
nate a family member’s organs if he’s brain-dead?” 
seventy-five per cent say “Yes, indeedy, I would.” 

But when the guy is lying there on the operating 
table, actually brain-dead, only forty per cent actu- 
ally give the permission. 

Somebody’s lying here. 

What this says to me is that most people already 
agree that it’s the right thing to do. But they just 
think somebody else should actually do it. 

It gets worse. 

When we're talking about organs, 46.5 per cent 


ry Over Nature’ S Fury! 


1 eye Itos Drive-In, on Bellflower Bou- 
= mole 405 puget in Lakewood, Z | 





of families with a brain-dead relative give the per- 
mission. 

When we’'re talking about tissue, the figure 
drops to 34.5 per cent. 

And when we're talking about corneas, it drops 
to 23.5. 

In other words, they'll give the essential or- 





gans—the ones you can’t live without—but they 
apparently don’t think blindness is that big a deal! 

The reasons they give for holding onto those 
body parts: 

1) God told em not to do it. 

2) They’re afraid somebody’ll kill their relative 
on the operating table so the evil doctors can grab 
those organs while they’re still warm. 

3) They don’t give a flip about anybody else 
because their loved one just died. 

Look, I’ve got an easy way to handle this: 

If you fill out the back of your driver’s license, 
volunteering your own organs, then you become 
eligible to receive organs. 

If you don’t donate, then you don’t get any 
transplants for yourself. 

After all, if you don’t think God wants people 
cutting the heart out of your body, then you shouldn't 
think He wants a heart cut out of somebody else for 
your benefit. 

Believe me, this system would require a whole 
lot less hearts and livers and corneas. 

And the people that wanna hold onto those 
organs, can hold onto em, right straight through to 
the graveyard. 
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Do they think they’re God’s gift to the sidewalk? 


Holy Rollers 


decided to kill three or four roller-bladers yester- 
day. 

I was walking along the sidewalk, and I heard 
the familiar “whoosh” of a roller-blader passing my 
shoulder at roughly the speed of light, coming within 
one inch of my left bew-tock. 

He was doing that duck-walk thing they do, 


where he skates like Hans the Little Dutch Boy, 
sailing out three feet to the right, three feet to the 
left, four feet to the right, four feet to the left, while 
his butt sticks up in the air like Charles Barkley 
diving for a loose ball. In other words, the only part 
of the sidewalk he doesn’t take up is the little one 
square foot area you're walking in. Nervously. 

And then I thought, “What if I did that?” 

What if I decided to start walking like R. Crumb, 
a big ole sloppy duck-step out to the right, then a big 
ole sloppy duck-step out to the left? And what if I did 
it, like, one second before the roller-blader got there? 

Unfortunately, he has about nine pounds of 
steel-reinforced petrochemical products on each foot, 
so I think I'd reconsider when I got to the emergency 
room. 

You ever tried to change direction when a buffalo 
herd of roller-bladers is bearing down on you? They 
get offended. They tell you how hard it is to stop. 

Poor babies. 

I could help em stop. 

I say stick em out on the street with the cabs and 
the motorcycles. If we’re gonna make this into a 





contest, let’s make it into a fair contest. If roller- 
bladers wanna play chicken with the world, let’s pick 
on people a little bit more mobile than old women 
hauling hand-carts. 

We've finally found the violent heart of the New 
Ager. These people that are bearing down on home- 
less men at forty miles an hour are the same people 
who drink soy shakes for break- 
fast and protest against cruelty to 
tuna fish. But put four rubber 
wheels under each foot, strap a 
Sony Walkman to their head, and 
they become Hell’s Angels who 
left their bikes at home. 

Actually, that’s an insult to 
the Angels, who are all great driv- 
ers. A lot of these roller-bladers 
look like Bambi slipping around 
on the icy pond—and then they 
act like you did something wrong 
if they get all tangled up in their 
own arms and legs. 

And what are they listening 
to on those Walkmans anyhow? 

I bet it’s that guy Yanni. Or 
the new John Tesh CD for loving 
couples. 

Yeah, that explains it. 

They’re truly psychotic. 

Let’s pick em off with a rifle. 
Come on, I'll go first. 


_ The Official Free J ank Policy: Peowle allo over rthe 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob givesit av yay - 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the 
first person who asks for it. He gives it to the first 
person he notices who asks for it. This means whatever 
letter happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we 
open the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act _ 
like a jerk in your letter, you will receive no o free j eJ unk 
for the rest of your life. | | 
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Dear Joe Bob: 

I really like your columns, especially the satire; 
however, it’s apparent from some of the letters you 
receive that some people don’t know what satire is. 
Could you please tell us your definition of satire? 

Sincerely, 

David Bruce 

Athens, O. 
Dear David: 

Satire is the moral equivalent of a stinkbomb in 
a crowded theater. 


Hey Joe Bob: 

Well, I can’t say we didn’t have fun on this Labor 
Day holiday. Then again maybe I could say that. 
They showed a couple of good movies in the audito- 
rium, but knowing you're surrounded—in the dark— 
by about 400 of America’s most “unwanted,” the 
movies seem to lose their appeal. 

Oh, well, it could be worse. I could be in Fort 
Worth. 

They were going to show drive-in-type movies on 
our forty-foot-high north wall, but the matinee per- 
formance was a washout—and we're not allowed out 
after dark. They do know where we are at ten o'clock. 

Mel Buckley 

U.S. Penitentiary 

Leavenworth, Kan. 
Dear Mel: 

I don’t guess they ever show Cool Hand Luke 
there, do they? 





DOOOO0D0D0D00000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000 


Contest #1 


Dan Downey of Belmont, Massachusetts: “I 
need the help of your legion of fans in identifying a 
movie for me. I saw this horror flick in the early to 
mid-sixties when I was four or five years old at the 
one-time illustrious Strand Theatre in Dorchester, 
Massachusetts. Here’s the plot (as I remember it): 
The setting is in a horse-and-buggy age and seems to 
be in some British Colonial Caribbean location. A 
young couple has moved to town and made the 
acquaintance of the local doctor. One day while the 
doctor is visiting the young lady at her house she cuts 


her finger, and he catches some of her blood in a 
glass, letting the glass collect a goodly amount under 
the pretense of ‘cleansing the wound.’ While she goes 
off to bandage the wound, he secretly pours her blood 
into a vial and puts it in his pocket. That night the 
doctor performs all kinds of voodoo ritual stuff with 
a clay doll (obligatory voodoo drums, fire and danc- 
ing natives in background). It culminates with him 
pouring the vial of blood onto the doll. We then flash 
to the couple sleeping in bed, and the camera zooms 
in on her bandaged finger, which commences to 
bleed through the bandage. In the morning, when 
the young man wakes up, he discovers his wife has 
bled to death. The most vivid scene was when the guy 
goes to visit his wife’s grave and she comes crawling 
up out of the dirt and starts walking slowly toward 
him. He starts back-pedaling and falls into a puddle 
of blood (my imagination?). He starts to get frantic 
and sees a shovel next to him. He grabs the shovel 
and takes his swing and hits a home run. Her head 
goes sailing through the air, and I went sailing out 
of the theatre at Warp 10 screaming my lungs out. 
This was the scariest event of my life, and I’m 
convinced that if I could face it again as an adult I 
could finally make something of myself and become 
a superhero or something.” 


Contest #2 


Bill Templeton of Harrowsmith, Ontario: “Help! 
I’ve been trying to track down a particular movie for 
years. I can’t remember the name of it, and it’s 
starting to drive me mad! I seem to recall it coming 
out in the late seventies, during that period of cheapo 
Star Wars knockoffs. (Star Crash comes to mind). 
I’ve mentioned this to a friend of mine, and he claims 
to remember bits of it himself, so I’m reasonably sure 
it’s not just psychosis on my part—unless it’s a 
contagious psychosis. The basic premise is this: Evil 
types very similar to the Empire in Star Wars take 
over an inhabited planetoid, blow up the side of it (go 
figure the logic of that one), and mount these big 
rockets on it. Then they use this planetoid to cruise 
around the galaxy (sort of a big flying-fortress Death 
Star type thing) and Terrorize The Helpless. Gasp! 
Our Heroes are a motley bunch who are ‘chosen’ by 
these glowing rocks that fly across the galaxy in 
search of Good Guy types. Then they’re off to fight 
the Bad Guys (culminating in a rip-off light-sabre 
duel in front of a big window) and free the inhabit- 
ants of the planetoid, who spend the rest of the movie 
cowering in a cave. Joe Bob, I bow to your almighty 
drive-in oracle. Give me your sublime wisdom and 
save me a few brain cells, I beg you!” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer per contest. Send 
“Find That Flick” questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the June 26 issue, Robert J. Chabot of Columbus, Ohio, 
wrote: “A while back, when I had cable, Isaw an absolutely horrible 
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movie that co-starred John Carradine. 
As I recall, the movie was set in Mexico 
and involved some type of inland lake 
monster and a local cement factory 
(located conveniently next to the afore- 
mentioned lake). I think there may 
have been some type of connection a 


CHROMOSOMAL. MAKEUP 
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who is now Anthony instead of Tony. But the plot 
synopsis is the killer! I quote, ‘Based on a true 
incident in 1971, aseries of violent murders in the 
jungles of Colombia are committed by something 
inhuman.’ True story? Inhuman? Dinosaur? 88 
minutes? 77 minutes? Monster? Monstroid? 
Monstroids? Strock? Hartford? Were Romero and 


between the waste product from the XY Wynn in this or not? Ack! This movie begets more 
cement factory and the monster’s ex- as questions than it leaves answers! Of course, if I 
istence—I cannot remember. John oO ia. saw it on World Beyond, then it was cut even 
Carradine played the part of the local = further to fit into an hour-and-a-half slot filled 


padre. I guarantee that this movie was 
the lowest point in Mr. Carradine’s 
career as he was forced (?) to speak all 
of his lines in one of the worst Spanish/ 
Mexican/English accents I have ever 
heard. Additionally, the version of the 
movie I saw had some of the worst 
closing credits I have ever seen. The 
closing credits appeared to have been 
written by someone with a really old 
Magic Marker. (The opening/closing 
credits made it appear that the movie’s 
title changed about a zillion times.)” 

We received 10 correct answers, so our winner was chosen by 
drawing. Andheis... 

J. Michael Griffin of Arlington, Texas: “The movie described 
by Robert is difficult to name because the movie is not sure ofits own 
name. The movie was released by Academy International Films 
and was directed by Kenneth Hartford. The opening title screen 
lists the title as Monsteroid, but the closing credits list the movie 
as Monster. It’s not clear whether the monster was attacked with 
Preparation M, or just what caused the shrinkage in the title. It’s 
also not clear how John Carradine was talked into doing this film, 
but it also starred (?) Jim Mitchum, son of Robert Mitchum. Itis the 
only movie I have seen that uses a helicopter to troll a lake for 
monsters. If you get really bored, check it out.” 

Additional information came from our nine runners-up... 

David Munier of Peoria, Arizona: “Why, oh why, does Robert 
want to remember that horrible flick? I had completely forgotten 
about it, as had, until now, the rest of the world. I believe I saw it 
on World Beyond, which was the coolest thing on TV when I was 
growing up. The local independent station (there was only one back 
then) used to show World Beyond every Saturday morning at 10:30 
for an hour and a half. They showed lots of great, heavily-edited-to- 
fit-the-time-slot movies. It was the next best thing to going to the 
drive-in. Of all the places I might have seen this flick, it most 
certainly could have been on World Beyond. About all I remember 
of this movie is wondering why these people kept going out on the 
lake in a boat when they knew something was out there killing 
people, and Iremember the horrid credits with the multiple names. 
The movie was bad enough that maybe the creators didn’t want us 
to remember the title, so they kept throwing it at us, spelled 
differently every time. But this flick’s multiple personalities get 
even worse. Revenge of the Creature Features Movie Guide, Third 
Revised Edition calls it Monster or Monster: The Legend that 
Became a Terror, says it was released in 1979, calls it a ‘dinosaur 
thriller that is as rare as it is obscure, not to mention hard-to-find,’ 
was directed by Herbert L. Strock and starred John Carradine, 
Cesar Romero, Jim Mitchum and Keenan Wynn. But things get 
more confusing when you check the All Movie & Video Guide on 
CompuServe. All Movie lists Monstroids, an 88-minute movie from 
1979 that is also known as Monster. The director is the same as the 
Creature Features book, but the cast list has changed a bit. Cesar 
Romero and Keenan Wynn aren’t there, but Philip Carey, Roger 
Clark, Tony Eisley and Diane McBain have been added. It states 
that the plot is about a Colombian village being terrorized by a 
hideous monster. Sounds about right to me. But then I checked 
their listing for Monster. Just like the changing title, the listing is 
significantly different than the one for Monstroids. Monster is 
supposedly directed by Kenneth Hartford, is only 77 minutes and 
was released in 1980. (Could have been re-edited by Mr. Hartford.) 
The cast list consists only of Carey, Carradine, Mitchum and Eisley, 





with commercials. Hmmmm, maybe I should just 
check the Academy Award lists for 1979/80.” 

Richard Brandt of E] Paso, Texas: “Carra- 
dine’s padre was not the only one suffering from 
linguistic difficulties. The opening title card an- 
nounces this production is ‘An Academy Interna- 
tional Presentational.’ You got a muckraking tele- 
vision journalist, radical Latin American activ- 
ists, corporate money-grubbers, and something 
big with webbed feet, all converging on the Colom- 
bian village whose source of livelihood, the lake, is 
being polluted by the cement plant. Bad lighting, 
bad photography, and even a barking dog sounds 
badly dubbed. I wouldn’t want to spoil the ending for anybody, so 
Pll quit while I’m ahead. . . . It seems that this wretched filmed-in- 
Colombia John Carradine extravaganza, shown by TNT this month 
as Monstroid!, may be resurfacing in July as The Beast From 
Beyond. One anomaly, though: TNT’s cable listing shows Keenan 
Wynn in the cast. He didn’t turn up in the Monstroid I saw, which 
raises the question: Are there actually multiple versions of this 
thing?!? The version I saw had Phil Carey sitting in an office back 
in the States barking out orders. His scenes could have easily been 
snipped out and Wynn (or the hack actor of your choice) inserted 
in his stead. To muddy matters, a glance at Mike Weldon’s 
Psychotronic Encyclopedia (where it’s listed under yet another 
alternate title, Monster) lists Wynn but not Carey. Will have to 
investigate and report back to you. (The sacrifices we make.)” 

Jim Jumper of Camp Hill, Pennsylvania: “The action is 
pretty tame. The monster is very hokey and unscary, and there’s 
not a lot of blood. The film is loaded with inane dialogue and poor 
acting. There’s a lot of unintentional humor. Unlike Robert, what 
I see of John Carradine has him speaking in his normal voice. But, 
with such a limited role and probably only being included for 
marquee value, I can picture him dubbing in the fake Spanish voice. 
My copy of the film is under the label Facing All Death, Vol. 2.1 don’t 
want to spoil the ending for you, and I can’t! The tape on the cassette 
of mine ran out with the monster still alive and the story unre- 
solved. I would have returned it, but I love bad films so much I 
couldn’t, since I don’t expect to find another one available for sale. 
The claim is made that this is based on a true story two times in the 
opening credits. Yeah, sure.” 

Terry Maher of Steubenville, Ohio: “Whatever it’s called, it 
was a real cheap-looking Loch Ness Monster with a Fu Manchu 
mustache. John Carradine’s made a lot of really bad films, so it’s 
hard to say if this really is the all-time worst.” 

Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, California: “The movie is The 
Toxic Monster. It did have a lot of title changes, such as Monster, 
Monsteroid, The Legend That Became a Monster, and The Toxic 
Horror, but a turd by any other name would still smell as bad. The 
monster is about as convincing as the hand puppet in Carnosaur. 
As for it being the ‘lowest point’ in Carradine’s career, I don’t agree. 
Carradine had many lower points in his long career, like Astro- 
Zombies and Vampire Men of the Lost Planet. He didn’t seem overly 
concerned about the roles he took, and we shouldn’t be, either. He 
was a grand old actor. He died in 1988. ... The movie featured Diane 
McBain (Mission: Impossible, Space: 1999) as the female lead, and 
Aldo Sanbrell. In addition to the other titles, the film was also 
known as Monstroid, Die Bestien, and Monster: The Legend That 
Became a Terror. This movie had more titles than an English ear]! 
There’s also some doubt about when it was made. Two sources say 
1979, but one lists it as 1976. Only producer Ken Hartford knows 
for sure, I guess. The story was based on a novel by Peter Crowcroft.” 
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Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California: “It is truly 
terrible, with every gore and monster effect bungled horribly. The 
monster looks something like Gamera with catfish-like whiskers. 
In Tom Weaver’s Interviews with B Science Fiction and Horror 
Movie Makers (McFarland, 1988), veteran genre director Herbert 
L. Strock (Gog, The Devil’s Messenger, The Crawling Hand) dis- 
cusses the film in some detail. The film is signed by ‘Kenneth 
Hartford, nee Kenneth Herts, whose former releasing company, 
Herts-Lion, handled Carnival of Souls, among other films, but 
Strock did most of the directing. Apparently Hartford/Herts is a 
shyster of the first water: the film was supposed to be shot in 
Colombia, but Hartford had his monster constructed down there at 
a cost of over ten thousand dollars, and never ponied up, so they 
shot in New Mexico instead. And that’s just one of Hartford’s 
transgressions. At the time of the interview, Strock was owed sixty 
thousand dollars for his work on Monster. There’s even a movie 
edition paperback tie-in for this piece of shit, written by one ‘Peter 
Crowcroft.’ ’m sure it can be found on some second-rate video label, 
like Interglobal, but Robert almost certainly wouldn’t find it worth 
his while to haunt video stores in search of it.” 

Brett Taylor of Wartburg, Tennessee: “I was suckered into 


buying this movie partly because of Keenan Wynn’s name on the 
box. I was annoyed to discover that Wynn was nowhere to be seen 
in the film. Also, one source I read claimed that Caesar Romero was 
in the film (also untrue). Is it possible Wynn and Romero were going 
to be in the film, only to wisely bail out? Further confusion 
surrounds the director of this movie. Ken Hartford is credited as 
director, but actor Anthony Eisley told an interviewer that the 
movie was really directed (except for a few scenes) by Herbert L. 
Strock (of How To Make a Monster and The Crawling Hand fame). 
If I had been the director I would have gladly let someone else take 
the credit. Just to set the record straight, Carradine doesn’t speak 
in a Mexican accent in the film, but instead in his usual 
Shakespearean manner. It’s a little unclear whether the monster 
was created by waste from the cement factory or not. Anyway, the 
heroes finally hunt down the monster in a brief but boring Jaws- 
type chase. When we finally get a good look at the titular monster 
we see it possesses ping-pong-ball eyes and (I swear to God) a Fu 
Manchu-style moustache. The monster is blown to bits, but at the 
end we see a bunch of monster eggs about to hatch out. Does this 
mean the monster was an expectant mother all along? If so, the 
monster’s facial hair makes me wonder if it was really a lesbo 
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monster all along. I think in more enlight- 
ened times the people would have learned 
to have a more understanding attitude to- 
ward the monster. Robert writes that the 
movie is ‘the lowest point in Mr. Carradine’s 
career.’ Ha! These are clearly the words of 
aman who has never seen Vampire Hookers 
or Nocturna or any of Carradine’s movies 
for Al Adamson, all of which make Monster 
seem like a veritable masterpiece. Well, 
almost, anyway. I can’t believe I’ve spent 
this much time writing about this dumb 
movie, but let me mention one more thing. 
The closing credits claim a novelization of 
this movie was published by ‘Carousel 
Books.’ Did some poor soul really write a 
book based on this cheap movie? Does any- 
one have a copy? These and other questions 
may never be answered, probably because 
no one cares.” 

Also answering correctly were Jack 
Brady of Pittsburg, California, and Mark 
R. Leeper of Middletown, New Jersey. 


We Have Another Winner! 


Inthe July 10 issue, Walt Karwicki of 
York, Pennsylvania, wrote: “I lived in Brook- 
lyn from 1949 to 1959. In about 1957 I was 
taken to see a movie I’ve never seen again. 
AllTrecallis that it scared the hell out of me. 
1) The monster had arms but also crab-like 
claws out of his shoulders. 2) It took place 
somewhere in the southwest or Mexico. 
And 3) There was an old man leading a 
burro, and there was a scene where their 
bones were found leaning against a rock, 
yet the skeletons were perfectly intact.” 

We received four correct answers, so 
our winner was chosen by drawing. And he 
is the first person in history ever to win 
twice... 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, Cali- 
fornia: “The answer is Day the World Ended, 
from 1955. This was Roger Corman’s first 
poke at directing a science fiction film, and 
I believe the first science fiction film that 
American International released. As a mat- 
ter of fact, it was so early in AIP’s existence, 
they were only American Releasing. The 
story takes place after TD (Total Destruc- 
tion) Day, and involves the efforts of a group 
of people that could only come together in a 
movie (an ex-tugboat captain, grizzled old 
prospector and cheap gangster in the same 
cheap monster flick) to survive the after- 
math of atomic war. Film stars Richard 
Denning, Lori Nelson, Paul Birch, Adele 
Jergens, Touch (Mike) Connors, Raymond 
Hatton, Paul Dubov, Jonathan Haze and 
Paul Blaisdell, as the monster Walt de- 
scribes. Actors Denning, Birch and Haze 
would work again with Roger (especially 
Haze—in front of and behind the camera), 
and some behind-the-scenes personnel, like 
composer Ronald Stein, monster maker 
Blaisdell, and prop man Karl Brainard’s 
names can be seen in the credits of later 
Corman films. An excellent transfer of the 
film, with letterboxed credits, may be found 
on Columbia/TriStar Home Video, but you 


may have to do some looking, as I think it 
might be out of print. There is no scene of 
the skeletons of Pete the prospector and 
Diablo the burro leaning against a rock, by 
the way.” 

Additional information came from our 
three runners-up... 

Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, Califor- 
nia: “Walt’s memory is pretty good on most 
points. The monster did have small claw- 
like appendanges growing out of its shoul- 
ders, for no apparent purpose except to 
wriggle a little. The monster makeup was 
pretty hokey by today’s standards, but it 
was just about average for its time. The 
monster is most effective when it’s not seen, 
such as when its shadow falls across Lori 
Nelson’s face as she lies sleeping in bed, or 
when its dark shape is barely seen, lurking 
in the underbrush by the lake while the 
girls are swimming. When it finally comes 
out in plain view it’s not very scary. Andthe 
action takes place in what could be the 
Southwest, or Southern California, in a 


valley surrounded by ore-bearing moun- 


tains which provide a shield against radia- 
tion. The exact location is not mentioned in 
the movie, as I recall. And Raymond Hatton 
is the old gold prospector who leads his pack 
mule into the valley to join the other survi- 
vors of a nuclear war which has destroyed 
civilization as we know it. I think Walt’s 
memory falters on the skeletons, though. 
There were some bones and a human skull 
in the movie, but no complete skeletons, as 
I remember it. I’m not surprised at his 
difficulty in finding this movie in the B 
movie guides; most of them don’t give a very 
helpful synopsis and just try to be funny. 
Day the World Ended is one of my favorite 
Roger Corman films. The Sci-Fi Channel 
shows it every now and then. There was an 
uncredited remake in 1968 called In the 
Year 2889 (a/k/a Year 2889), which, though 
in color, was a pale shadow of the original.” 

Also answering correctly were Bill 
Cantey of Charleston, South Carolina, and 
Christopher Martin of St. Clair Shores, 
Michigan. 
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is rightly male. Nicholas Jordan, P.O. Box 
49766, Austin, TX 78765. 
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